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But while she was still struggling with this difficult disentangle-
ment of assents and dissents that her analysis of Kir. Plantagenet-
Buchan required, and before she had made a single entry in the
green leather book as a result of these exercises, she became aware
of Mr. Sempack descending the winding path that was the main
route of communication between the gates and the house. Beside
him a requisitioned under-gardener bore his knapsack and valise
and answered such questions and agreed with such opinions as the
great Utopologist's Italian permitted him to make.
It was Mr. Sempack. And he was changed.
Recognition was followed by astonishment. He was greatly
changed. He was different altogether. More erect - rampant.
No longer had he the quality of rocky scenery; he had the quality
of rocky scenery that had arisen and tossed its mane and inarched.
'Tossing its mane5 mixed oddly with rocky scenery, but that was
how it came to her. His hair had all been thrust and combed back
from his forehead, violently, so that the effect of his head, con-
sidered largely, had become leonine; he lifted his roughly hand-
some profile and seemed to snuff the air. He had no hat 1 Hitherto
he and his hat had been inseparable out of doors but now he
neither wore nor carried one. What could he have done with his
hat? Moreover his cravat had suffered some exchange, had be-
come large and loose and as it were, it was too far off to be certain,
black silk, tied with the extravagance natural to a Latin man of
genius, but otherwise remarkable and improper. And he walked
erect with a certain conscious rectitude and large confident
strides and assisted himself with a bold stout walking stick. Mrs.
Rylands could not remember that stick; she had an impression
he had gone off with an umbrella. At any rate he had gone off
with the appearance of having an umbrella. She became eager
to scrutinise this renascent Sempack closelier. She stood up for the
moment to give her voice play and make herself more conspicu-
ous. 'Mr. Sempack,' she cried, 'Mr. Sem-pack!'
He heard. He turned eagerly. Just for a moment a shade of
disappointment may have betrayed itself in his bearing. He
hesitated, waved the stick, glanced down towards the house and
then after a word or so with his garden man, submitted to his
obvious fate and ascended the steps to her.
c You've come back to us,5 she said, so giving him the very
latest news as he approached.
e I've had a splendid time among the hills,' he answered in that